Capimaon floiveae Maoan 

(capimaon aoiveae vaoan) 
(Time Star Truth) 

Truths of Stars and Time 

aka 

Star Lore 




— Atlantis Rising — 

did you know in alchemy 
we require heat and moisture ... 
like submersion in a hot tub 
under vault of stars in mystic wood 
... an event manifest out of time 

in alchemy we also need 
elan vital, orgone 
the subtle sexual chemistry 

and electricity 
brought out by a little wine 

when you mix it all together 
one final thing to make it work 

timing in a certain groove 
a phase of moon and astrology 
and retrograde planetary dances 

and just like that 
a divine spark moves 
and lead is made to gold 
a heart is made to love again 
through chaotic inspired romances 

a timeline made to shine again 
with galactic presence oversoul 
and such a small chance of happening 
that nine times out of ten 
we will get our result 

when I asked to love you 
I meant that I'd love you 
even if you dont know what that means 
not only love is all of gold 
but the Age of Time that it Exults 

the graal and its elixir 
veiled by the four chimeras 
spiral wheels of the chariot 69 
and gold plated Horus 
leaping with laughter across the void 

this is just a dream 



~~ The Glories of Going ~~ 



Break now 
Dance now 
Behold the light 
wrap it up tight 
grasp on to what's right 
this the tale of history 
and your ever-present part 
this trans-divine destiny 
inside matters of the heart 

Presense beaten 
hit and bruised 
still going in 
still going through 
onward with the glory 
a breathing flowing sun 

to go forth to get 
the crazy cost of which 
my life is just a loss 

Trains, planes, darkness sing 
the glories of going 
the beauty of song 

Star Song, Star Song 
we behold your light 

spark shining 

singing raven 
destitute in the night 

Speech profound 
swift scribble rhyme 
from the rainbow culture 
all dragons move in time 

Perfect rhythm 
dramatic dance 
last romance 
before truly passing on 

All fantasy having done its deed 

no mortal play to win or loss 
takes every notion brave and bold 
and shall never count the cost 



— This the Reply — 

How now Galactic 
this love you have given well received, 
now payment in kind. 

Promised returns, 
Spit forth in a mist, 
our becoming, 
our promising, 
all in due time. 

Ever profound, 
this play on moments, 
how love teaches us, 
not only the methods of all that we lost, 
but gaining time eternal; 

ending our decay. 

This time present state of bewildered becoming, 
the youth of mistakes, 
revealing its cause. 

To purpose this notion, 

of love and falling, 
all the events neutral, 
light up myriad fractals, 
of color and fury, 
wind swept eternity, 
our home here in time; 

our non-linear ability. 

Speak with that heart now, 
see, 
we, 

have purified it across time. 

These spaces down deeper inside your realization, 
living with love, 
we now give you reward. 

Expect the strange collapse, 
coming down as if from sky. 

Expect the Cosmic energy ... 
and this; 



your reply. 



— Call Out the Principle — 

Call out the principle, 
the light of the eternal to wander, 
to build the ship of your dreams. 

Sail 'cross the universe, 
here in the time collapse, 
earth of the possible, 
cadence of you. 

The cadence of brilliance, 
to take you fast forward, 
so you attain what you drew. 

Into the minds of the cold hearts and comforts, 
now faster you draw it in, 
your right to be free. 

Remember all now the days, 
significant, 
radiant, 
this time of history. 

Right on time, 
a moment of grooving, 
take off and not landing so far from your youth. 

So take with thee, 
this light everlasting, 
take with thee this love eternal. 

Firm in your truths, 
all the opening, 
bursting, 

this now your method of our coming through. 

For alas here now, 
ancient immortals, 
with magick embodied, 
in you as you are. 



— Circle City — 

in unchained darkness 
still here, the light 
beyond sight, beyond star 
beyond mountains peak 
make my knees weak, trembling 

bone deep, sore and screaming 
with effort of the attainment 
she went and stole my star 
or already it was hers to own 
our star, one star in sight 

damn my eyes anyway 
deep blue oceans wet 
little jets, salty stinging tears 
and the darkness covering 
my passage on this objective 

oh Lord, I would not change a thing 
not pains or pleasures fair 
spirits of air, under my wings 
speeding me through blindness 
bliss directive to the unknown 

chaotic attractions, instinct of sense 
of mystical pointedness and no escape 
Divine rape, ecstacy increases 
the more I resist this, yet 
more so when I give in and let go 

to say nothing of time 
and all its backwards collapsing 

spirals dancing, non-linear 
now circulating, now gyrating 
gyroscoping, never-stopping 

Island life, in so many lifetime spaces 
a single kingdom existing cross-wise 
undisguised but unseen turned as it is 
at an angle from time of 42.6 degrees 
our True and Hidden home, Circle City 

and you know the music hits you 
sometimes in its mysterious way 
its synchronic play, reminding you 
of the harmonies still playing now 
in those melodious halls of the City 

find that groove, sweet love of life 
dance that rhythm, more subtle than sound 
most profound, deep in your blood and bones 
because the City of your holiest dreams 
is calling for you to come home 



— Fire Garden — 



the time, it is wasting 
away from the rose 
the beautiful life puckered 
ready to burst in the summer 
sun and heat and sweet perfumes 
and the memory of you 

starbeams almost as bright 
as sequestered hearts vision 
the lingering experience 
all the hope and praying 
habits of chest wishing 
thinking, nay, dreaming about you 

she talks and speaks of you 
visions in her crystal sight 

you suffer initiations 
dying to yourself and hating 
how you travel to us at night 
and our mystically supporting you 

triple shades of indigo reflect 
vibration from the future time 
when this work was first begun 
retroactive now and present here 
challenging our karma before 
we were ready to achieve you 

this is the shattered line 
of intertwining spirals 
of collapsing probability 
a sacred cusp for us now 
and I just need to say I swear 
I'll always be waiting for you 

until the waiting is filled 
here in the garden of fire 
every torture just sweet dreams 
of glorious fool princess RAM 
cooked fruits of eden sustaining 
the martian feels I get for you 



— The Morning Star Regression — 

standing on a jutting cliff, the mermaid turns and slips away 
dives down into the ocean saying shes so sorry she can't stay 
the foam of the thundering sea is a pounding and rushing unearthly green 
the purple rock cliff face majestic, pale like her skin with a heavenly gleam 

chase the wind; the light, through lifetimes and pastimes 
chase the girl who runs away across Aeons and poetic rhymes 

what gyroscope within the Real could underwrite such lovely trials? 
so serious and not serious, such heart breaking delightful wiles 
Ipsissimus rides the Dragon so that the light chases their behind 
running away into darkest days, 
filling time with universal mind 

this whole life I've had this memory, 
for a while thinking I saw it on TV 
like a realistic animation 
that is binding me to be free 

so I walk into the underworld 
and follow her right into the sea 
just like a unicorn who knows 
this is all that's meant to be 
and with Sedna smiling at me, 
her father now forgiven 
we summon up a mighty dolphin song 
until back from the Sea she is given 

and so many ages of time have passed; 
true ages, not some simple cycle 
Anael, stella matutina, and the Taxiarch Archangel Michael 

It is only ever a star who parts the sea, and now you have your sign 

Da Da, Da Da, Da Da 
Da Da 

Da Da, Da Da Da Da Da Da 
Da Da 



— Under a Supermoon — 



some night amidst some stretch of time 
cloaked in grey and stormy mists 
coquettish spirits of unforgiving feminine divine 
teach me skills offender trysts 

who am I? who am I? who am I? who am I? 
inquiry after release, let go to control 
hold on to be free, focus out to know me 
a chest emptying into void endless hole 

im sucking it in, what this has to give 
another pole to dance, there is no mask 
there is no dancer, there is only laughter 
only working towards some great task 

and I have to ask, to the emptiness 
and beg to bleed just a little more 
I don't belong, no I don't run along 
this thread of inherited and forgotten lore 

what do I want? what do I want? 
how do I know I'm here really? 
my cycles, an orbit, energy recycles 
energy returns, and a truth not nearly.. 

..so super, or sublime 

as the taste of a life 

without a story told 
without holding back 

non, anon, adieu 
to you, another swoon 
beneath a supermoon 



~~~ Kun ~~ 



the sound of the galaxies 
unfolding cacophonous harmonies 
wonders of the living Kaos 

a field meant to yield 
to the contracting force 
a conception of future order 

whirling down deeper 
primordial pools imagine 
leviathans and old ones in the deep 

all chaos and dissonance 
inside every human being 
a revolution of species' song 

self reflected mind in oceanic primalcy 

Kings and Princes, Mermaids 
the Vortices shriek harmonious discord 

a counsel of galactic oversouls 
producing the alchemical metal 
resonant plates of creations sounding clear 



— Gen — 

there's a place I go; I think its one you know 
I become the mountain, the penetrating earth 
seven sisters watching dance in seven time 

complex universal, lonely in lonely places 
the arrow SAG shot the simple act RAM 
the daughters of the daughters of light 

breath rising, expanding chest, until 
stillness, immovable, aerodynamic SAG 
bound in its flight, targeting light 

awareness and availability to the signal 
charged by the Sun, its duly seasoned course 
praise be to the secret Sister Star 



